The Tragedk of 

The.otker t to cmoy.by rage and Warre. ■ 

Thefc figncs fore-run the death ofKinges. 

Jbarewelhour Countrymen are gone and fled, 

As well allured Richard their Kin* is dead . 

SaL Ah Richard / with eyes of heauymuide, 

I feethy glory lilc-e a fhootrng ftarre. 

Fall to the bafe earth from the firmament, ' \ 

Thy funne fets,wecping in tlie lowly Well, 

Witneflmg llormes to come, woe and vnreJl-j 
Thy friendes are fled to waite vpon thy foes, 

And crofl'elv to thy good all fortune goes. 

tnterDuk f of tier ford, York?, Tforthumbtrland, 

"Buflyie and (grime Pti) oners. 

Bull. Bringfoi th there men. 

Bufhic and Greene,! will not vexe your forties 
Since prefenjtly your foules mull part youi bodies 

With tootiiuchvrgingyourpemicieus liues, 

lor.t’wercno charity ; yet to waih your blood 
From oft my hands, here in the view of men; 

IwiUvnfold fome caufes of your death, 

You hauemif-led a Prince, aroyall King, 

A happy Gentleman in blood andlineaments. 

By you vnhappied and disfigured -cleane, 

You haue in manner with your fintull lroures. 

Made a diuorcebetwixt his Queeneand him. 

Broke die polleiBon of aroyall bed. 

And ftayndc thebeutic of a fayreQueenes dice 
With teares drawee from her eyes w rth your foulc wi 0 < 
My felfe a Princebv fortune ofmy birth, 

Neere to theKing inblood, and neeremloue. 

Till they did make 'himmif -interpret :me, 

Haue ftoopt my neckevnder your lrfiuries, 

And figh’d my Englilh breath in forren cloudcs, 
Eatingthc bitter bread of baniflrment. 

While vou haue fedde vpdhiny festf ior*es, 
DifparktmvParkes,and felld my forreftwoo. 

From mine oWne windowes torne my houftiold coWCi 
Rack out my impreefe, leaning me no ligne, g au6 


Xing Richard the Second, 

Sane mens cpinions,andmy lining bloody. 

To lhew the World I am a Gentleman. 

This, and much more, much m ore then twice all this , % 

Condemns.) ou totlie death : fee them dcliuered ouer 
To execution and the hand, of death, 

Sufi). More, welcome isthe ftroke of death tome;. 

Then Bullingbrooke to England : Lords farewell.. 

Unene, M y comfort is, that hcauen will take our foules*,. 
And plague iinuftice with die paines of hell. 

'Bud. My LordNorthuniberlaiid/ee diem difpatchts 
Vnckle,yoii fay, the Quecuc is at your Iroufe, v 
For Gods {ake.fair.ely let her be intreated; 

Tell jier, 1 fend to her nay. kind commends;. 

Take fpeciall care my greetings be dcliuered. 

York?. AGentleman-ofininel haue dilpatchf; 

Witli letters of.yoar.loue to, her at large, 

But/. Thankes (gentle VncJde : ) come Lords.awav 
To figbt.widi CMr and his complices, “ * 

A while to woike,and after,holiday. . Bxtmti 

Snte-r the King, A-' , mr/e,C*rleiL&'c. 

King. Rarldou ’ ’ " '* * - 

-dum. lea my 
After your.late to 

Kmg. Needs muft I liiceit well, I,weepe for ioy. 

To ftand vpon my Kingdome once againc. 

Dearc earth, I dafalute thee with my hand, 

Enough Rebels wound thee with their. Horfeshoofes j 
As along parted mother with her child, 
i2) cs fondly with her teares and (miles in meeting': 

So weep!ng/milmg,grecte I theemy earth, ° 

And do thee tdupur with my royall hands ; 

_cc e not thy Ooucr.ugnes foe, my gentle earth, 

Nor w,t h thy fweetes comfort his rauenous fence. 

Btu let thy Spidcrs,tfiat fuck c vp thy venome, * 

And hcauy gatcdTpadsfie in their way*, 

D|>’ng annoyance to the trecherous feet?. 

Inch wi dr v furpmg fteps do ttamje dice ; . 


glily CafUccallymi this athand? 

Lord 5 how brook’s your Grace the a.yje 
fsing on the breaking; Sea^? 


